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Summary 


He had to stop that train of thought. He would not be bursting into tears today, or ever, thank 
you very much. 


Deep breaths. Don't cry, don't cry, don't cry. 


"It's settled, then," he and Luz perked up upon Darius raising his voice slightly, "The little 
prince will be staying with me." 


The room went dead silent. 


"What?" Hunter whispered. 


Notes 


hey guys hows it goin! 
this is my first owl house work and my job is to make sure you'd never believe that fact if you 
heard it from someone else! 


written to be directly after hollow mind because i literally got 3 hours of sleep the night that 
episode aired. worth it 


please leave a comment if you like. or dont. im not your dad. unless you wanna be in my 
found family or smthn. peace and love, enjoy the show :) 


broken porcelain 


Chapter Summary 


Hunter's first day at Darius's estate. 


Chapter Notes 


okay lets get this party started! 


as of writing this i'd kill for salmon teriyaki. any of you guys got salmon teriyaki. please 
share <3 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


"He can't stay here," Eda began, "Belos knows he was with Luz. He's gonna look here first." 


Hunter knew she didn't mean it like that, but as he sat on the plush couch of the Owl House, 
the fabric of an old quilt being messed with between his hands, his brain wouldn't stop 
screaming unwanted, unwanted. 


Darius sighed, rubbing his temples. "I know that, but-" 


Hunter shrank in on himself, a quiet tiredness overcoming him. He sank into the cushions, 
praying to vanish into the cracks and never resurface. The sound of the rebels (what a shock 
to all involved, huh?) and Eda discussing what to do with him faded into white noise, his 
mind carefully going blank. 


He sunk into the careful apathy of disconnection for a while, until the couch next to him 
dipped slightly. 


"Hey," Luz slid next to him, making him jump. "Are you okay?" 


Hunter inhaled slowly, trying to measure a response. How could I be? He wanted to scream. 
Your owl lady can't take me. You're all in danger because I shouldn't exist. Three of the nine 
coven heads are traitors, and so am I, by the virtue of me existing as I do. You should have 
left me there to die. 


He says none of this, however. Instead, he asks: "Are you?" 


Luz pauses, rocking a bit on her heels, before pulling her legs criss-cross onto the couch. 


"I will be. I'm sure I'll cry my eyes out later and Eda will give me a big hug about it. But I'm 
not the one who burst through four locks to get out!" She smiled, elbowing him gently. 


Hunter rolled his eyes, but felt a small smile come to his face. It fell quickly, however. 
"I don't..." he began, before stopping. J don't have anywhere to go. 


His uncle didn't want him anymore. He had proven truly useless, truly untrustworthy. If he 
went back he'd be discarded like garbage. And another would take his place, and do better 
than a powerless half-witch ever could. 


Half-witch. How right he was. He wasn't even his own person, was he? Just an impostor in 
the shape of someone long dead. 


He had to stop that train of thought. He would not be bursting into tears today, or ever, thank 
you very much. 


Deep breaths. Don't cry, don't cry, don't cry. 


"It's settled, then," he and Luz perked up upon Darius raising his voice slightly, "The little 
prince will be staying with me." 


The room went dead silent. 
"What?" Hunter whispered. 
"What?" Luz exclaimed, far louder. 


"It makes the most sense," Raine muttered, "I'm still suspect to most, and Eberwolf doesn't... 
really have a house. The emperor will also be looking here, first. Darius, however? He's one 
of the most trusted coven leaders, and because he was so... close with the old golden guard, 
he's got a lot of leeway when it comes to being monitored. If Hunter stays with him, he'll be 
hiding in plain sight." 


"And if the coven leaders do search Dari-boys house-" Eda began. 
"Never call me that." Darius said flatly. 

"-Then Hunter can pop over here for a few hours." She finished. 
"But I thought you couldn't have me stay here!" Hunter blurted. 


"Permanently, no. But, the problem would be if there's signs of you living here. We can hide 
a person in five seconds flat, no problem! But all your stuff? Ehh." Eda shook her hand. 


"... I don't have anything right now..." Hunter muttered. 


"Well, little prince," Darius crossed his arms, "I suppose that'll make it easier to move you 
into my guest room." 


Hunter shrunk a little. The room lapsed into silence. 


"Is... there anything you'd want me to try and get from the castle, Hunter?" Raine asked 
quietly. 


Hunter clenched his fists. Yes, there was. His plush frog, his books, his scroll (Darius would 
be so upset he lost it so easily). His life. 


Instead, he shook his head. 
"Alright, then." Raine said, a bit sadly. 


Eberwolf finally let out a small snorf, then began to talk in Beast Speech. Eber’s language, a 
mix of animal sounds and sign language, brightened the room slightly. 


"If they threw out your stuff already, I'll do my best to get it. I'm very good at sorting through 
garbage!" 


Hunter held back the urge to snort, thinking it rude. Instead he nodded. "I don't think you'll 
find much, but thank you.” 


"Well," Darius sighed, "I'll return home briefly to clear out my guest room. I'll be back in the 
morning for my new ward." 


Hunter felt his stomach roll. This really was happening, then. He had no idea what to expect 
from Darius. Or what Darius expected from him. 


"Pause," Eda held up a hand, "Dearest goo-boy, there's someone you forgot to ask. Hunter, 
are you sure you're okay with this plan?" 


... They were giving him a choice? He thought about it for a moment, and then decided- this 
was a test. They clearly wanted him to go with Darius. Now, they would see if he was still 
obedient, if he could be loyal to them. 


You're very good at doing what you're told, Darius had said once. It was clear that Darius 
didn't even want him to stay with him. Maybe he should say no. Maybe that was the right 
answer. 

But then he looked at Eda and Raines' expectant faces, and crumpled. 

"It's the best option," he muttered. "So. sure." 


Darius got a strange look in his eye, then. Hunter wished he could vanish. 


You're very good at doing what you're told, the voice echoed again, this time sounding 
strangely like his uncle. 


Darius's estate was both exactly what Hunter expected, and surprisingly nothing like it at all. 


It lay on the top of a hill on the edge of Bonesborough, overlooking the Boiling Sea. A quiet, 
wealthy neighborhood with plenty of space between neighbors, and with little to no patrols 
from the Coven. The sea below crashed onto the shores, eroding away the sand and boiling 
away the dead. 


Emperor Belos's palace had seemed like it had never been built at all. It instead had always 
appeared to Hunter as if it simply grew forth from the earth, a tick swelling with blood. Flesh 
and bone and heart that malignantly parked itself on the surface of the titan and grew between 
its ribs like cancer. 


Darius's house was the near opposite. It was clear this had been hand-built- maybe not by 
Darius, but by someone- and instead of disgusting and bloody stone, it was entirely clay and 
wood in the style of an old Victimorian style, three floors high. It was grand, but not so grand 
to be utterly agoraphobic- enough to be spacely, yet still homely. Not alive, but still living. 


Everything was bathed in purples, soft cerulean blues, and here and there were a few splashes 
of red. The entire house had a white trim around everything, shutters and all, polished pristine 
and not worn with age. There were flowers in the front garden beds, being cared for actively 
by tiny abominations carrying water cans. 


Up on the tip top of the hill, Hunter caught sight of a shrine of some sort- a headstone with a 
red flame enchantment hovering just above. He opened his mouth to ask what it was, but 
decided against it, letting the Abomination carrying his things usher him forward. 


"Home sweet home," Darius said, his tone hard to parse. Hunter avoided eye contact, firmly 
looking down at the floor. 


He simply obediently followed Darius inside. 


The front of the house was a grand entry hall, leading everywhere else. To the left, a doorway 
to the kitchen, all white appliances with gold accents and dark hardwood floors. To the right, 
Hunter glimpsed the living room, full of suede couches and lace doilies, as well as a 
fireplace. There were elegant paintings lining the walls wherever he looked, and wallpaper 
patterned with the silhouettes of peacocks. Hunter spotted a few wooden birds on the 
windowsills as they walked down the hallway- blackbirds, it looked to be. As they reached 
the end of the entry hall, the ceiling gave way to open space, revealing what Hunter identified 
as an entertainment room for guests. It didn't look like Darius had many guests, judging by 
the dust and reverence with which the items in every room lay still with. He took note of how 
expensive everything here must be. He had to be careful not to break anything. 


Darius ordered his abomination servants to set what little belongings Hunter had down on the 
dining table. It was pathetic, honestly. A blanket courtesy of Eda, a backpack, the cloak and 
armor he had discarded in his panic. Hunter looked away. 


“You'll need a lot more than this,” Darius hemmed and hawed, “Like a toothbrush. And a 
hairbrush... really, a lot of brushes. And of course, things to put in your room.” 


“My room,” Hunter echoed. 


“Yes. Your room. Oh, relax. The guest bedroom is yours, or it might as well be. I rarely get 
guests who stay more than a few hours these days. Other than Eberwolfe. Eberwolfe... is not 
fond of beds made for people.” Darius pulled a face. 


“Oh...” 


Darius clapped his hands together, inhaling. “No matter. This is your house now, is it not? 
Until, unless, you decide to leave its doors, everything within these walls is yours to enjoy.” 
He smiled with pride, before the smile slid off his face. “I do hate to leave you unattended so 
soon, but ah. A certain... someone has requested the presence of the Coven heads on short 
notice. I'll be gone for a few hours. You’re free to explore the house. P11 be back in time to 
have dinner prepared.. Or ordered. Or- we’ll decide when I’m back.” 


It was strange seeing Darius seem so... nervous? Awkward? Like he was trying to make sure 
he hadn’t forgotten all his niceties and high-class manners, but wasn’t sure how to treat 
Hunter. A roommate? A ward? An annoyance? Hunter wasn’t sure either, so it made two of 
them, at least. 


“TIl be careful,” Hunter settled on, trying to convey that he could be trusted. “Ill be okay on 
my own.” 


Darius reached out, and after a moment of contemplating, decided that yes, he was going to 
ruffle Hunter's hair. “I’m sure you will be, little prince.” 


Hunter stood in shock with his jaw dropped, even after Darius had left for work. 


Hunter had explored the house top to bottom, as permission had been granted to him. He had 
come to three observations. 


One, Darius really liked birds. Two specific birds- peacocks and blackbirds. Flapjack 
approved of this fact. 


Two, Darius hadn’t always lived alone. There were photos, and items left to sit that couldn’t 
have possibly belonged to Darius. Pieces of decor that someone with Darius’s eye for chic 
would have never allowed in the house, woodcarving tools that hadn’t seen the light of day in 
years, and most notably, everything in the house was clearly intended for at least two people. 
It wasn’t big just for show- it would be straight up impractical for there to only be one person 
living in this house. 


Three, it was very dusty in most of the house. 


The areas that saw the most use were very clearly defined as a result- Darius’s room was 
spotless, Hunter stumbled upon what appeared to be a beauty parlor that also very evidently 
saw a lot of time, the halls, the kitchen, all mostly free of dust. Everything else had been left 
to sit for a long time. 


So, upon figuring out these three facts, Hunter realized a fourth. 


Four. He was currently a burden on Darius. If he didn’t find a way to make himself useful, 
he’d be nothing but a useless drain of resources, a danger, a liability with no worth. If 
Emperor Belos had made him to be nothing more than a tool, then there was no point if he 
wasn’t at least doing something, right? Darius was new to Hunter. He needed to establish 
quickly that he could be of worth to him before Darius established punishment for failing to 
meet expectations. 


Luckily, facts one through three made finding a way to make himself useful quite easy. 


It took him about twenty minutes to find the right closet, but eventually he found Darius’s 
cleaning supplies, including cloth, a degreaser, gloves, and a duster. Making a makeshift 
mask out of one of the cloths, he grabbed the gloves, the duster, and got to work. 


“Stupid doilies,” he muttered angrily, after having to lift the tenth one just to get at the dust 
he had swept. “Who needs this many, anyways? For decor, no less!” 


He set the stupid doily down, and then continued. He had cleaned the upstairs lounge 
thoroughly, and now decided to try tackling the Living Room, as it also had a lot of dust. 


He paused before he went down the stairs, spotting something on a table beneath one of the 
lounge’s window sills. Approaching, he saw it for what it was- a remembrance shrine. 


They were pretty common on the boiling isles. When someone important was lost to one 
thing or another, it was tradition to dedicate a little space of remembrance to them. To 
preserve the important bits. Hunter sat before the low table, deciding to pay his respects, and 
maybe figure out who it was. 


(Looking back on it, Belos had never made one for any of their ‘family’.) 


On the shrine, there was again, an absolutely enormous doily (ugh), but this one was in black 
lace. Four candles placed evenly, all made from red wax, burned with an eternal flame 
enchantment, all half-melted. There was a little dish for incense, where Hunter could see a 
few sticks had been burned recently. Next to the incense was a tiny plate, with various golden 
coins and a few Oracle Rubies, used to mildly enhance a witches’s power. Then, there were 
the photos. 


Two, side by side. One was of Darius and what looked to be... a Golden Guard. He had seen 
that mask so many times. This one’s uniform differed slightly, as his helmet was more roman- 
style with a bit of plumage at the top, as well as two golden wings at the side. His armor 
differed, too. Obviously with the mask, he couldn’t tell how his Predecessor felt, but Darius 
looked happy. Hunter placed it when Darius was crowned as the Abomination coven head. 


The second photo was a wedding photo. It was Darius, dressed all in white with purple 
accents, morning glories laced throughout his hair (in this photo, it wasn’t all goopy). 
Holding his hands in his own was a man slightly taller than Darius, with gold eyes and a 
shock of red hair, reminiscent of a younger Edalyn. The man wore all black, with rubies 
around his neck and a rose sticking out of his pocket. They looked extremely happy here. 
Hunter caught sight of the Coven Heads in the background, all in Sunday best (which was 
extremely hilarious on Eberwolf, whose tux had no sleeves anymore). 


Hunter swallowed as he noticed on each of their soldiers, both Darius and his Husband, were 
palismen. On Darius’s a tiny peacock, and on his Husband’s, a blackbird. 


He stood, bowed, and shakily walked downstairs. Darius had had a husband- someone he had 
lost, and now remembered. And then there was the Golden Guard- Hunter recalled that 
Darius had said his predecessor was a powerful witch, which shouldn’t have been possible if 
they were all grimwalkers. Maybe the man was... 


No. No prying. Hunter thought. If I need to know, Darius will tell me. Be good. 


And yet the thought lingered. It wasn’t even the curiosity. It was the thought that someone 
had remembered to mourn the previous Golden Guard, no matter what he was to Darius. That 
was... a special thought to Hunter. 


He wondered if he would be remembered. 


With this newfound knowledge, Hunter decided next to tackle the mantle specifically. The 
mantle above the fireplace was absolutely buried in dust and ash both, and again, held photos. 
On either end of the mantle were two ceramic sculptures, again a Blackbird and Peacock 
respectively. The newly discovered symbolism behind the little porcelain birds motivated 
Hunter to make them look as nice as possible. Flapjack chirped from where he had been 
perching on Hunter’s head, and flew off into the hall as Hunter began his work. 


He moved ornaments and photos, dusting them off and giving them a quick shine with the 
degreaser. Starting with the ceramic peacock, he made his way from left to right across the 
mantle. Picking things up, dusting beneath them, dusting the object, polishing the area. It was 
long work, but by the time he made it to the ceramic blackbird, the Mantle looked fresh, 
lively. It gleamed. Hunter felt pride fill his chest- he had done something right. 


As he reached for the blackbird, he heard the door open suddenly, and jumped. As he jumped, 
his hands flailed wildly, as he tried to regain his balance. 


It wasn’t until he heard the shattering of porcelain that he realized what he had done. 
“Little prince?” Darius called from the hall. 


Ice flooded his veins. He knew- he knew the significance of the bird. He knew it was very, 
very important to Darius, to be up on the mantle. A reminder of someone he had lost. And 
like the idiot he was, he had just shattered it into a million pieces. 


Hunter stared down in horror at the broken bird. His heartbeat quicked, he felt a chill go 
down his spine. He knew what this meant. A small part of him hoped Darius would be 
lenient, that he was wrong about how important the object it was, that somebody, somebody 
would forgive him for once. That hope was quickly squashed as he heard Darius directly 
behind him. 


“Hunter,” Darius said from behind him, voice full of shock and barely restrained anger, 
“What did you do?” 


He couldn’t speak. He couldn’t breathe. It was like time had frozen him solid, as cold as ice, 
slowly melting into the wooden floors. 


He felt a hand on his shoulder and flinched violently. Please, no. Not already. I havent even 
been here a day. 


He turned and met Darius’s eyes. Darius looked angry, face twisting in despair and rage at the 
broken shards on the floor. 


“Did you break the blackbird?” He said, voice quiet, restrained. That was worse. Hunter 
could take yelling- he couldn’t handle the calm before the storm. 


He didn’t know why he was so utterly despondent, why these feelings of fear and guilt 
twisted in his gut. . He didn’t want to disappoint Darius. Maybe that’s why it felt so awful. 

He had already let the man down, despite everything he had been given. He had every 
opportunity to succeed here- but like always, he just couldn’t help being Hunter. But he could 
take a hit. He had many times- whatever Darius would do to him for this, he’d take it. He 
broke the blackbird- he’d take his punishment. He’d be good. 


But for some reason, the thought made his breath stop stark still in his lungs. He didn’t want 
to be hurt again, even if he did deserve it. He couldn t be hurt again. 


He didn’t even realize he was running up the stairs, away from Darius, until he heard his 
name being called. 


“Shit, shit, shit,” Darius muttered, opening yet another hall closet to reveal nothing but linens 
and spare deodorant. “I’m an idiot!” 


He had torn apart the whole house looking for Hunter, including the Guest Room, including 
his own room, and yet had found not a trace of the kid. Except for his Palisman, Flapjack, 
who was currently perched on Darius’s shoulder, refusing to let out a peep (hehe) of where 
Hunter was located. 


Flapjack let out a long whistle of condescending tweets. 
“You’re no help,” Darius muttered, poking Flapjack on the beak. 


He flopped down on the couch, and then peered over to the mantle. The broken blackbird- 
one of the only things he had left of his late husband Lucius- still lay shattered on the floor. 


He sighed, deeply. He was still upset over it, of course, but it was more a general anger at the 
universe for letting this happen than it was at Hunter. 


He couldn’t believe he had gotten angry with him. Darius was a man who usually prided 
himself on his control. Control of his appearance, control of his life, control of his emotions. 
And he had just /ost it in the worst way possible. 


“Tt hasn’t even been a day,” he whined into his soft teal-blue throw pillow, “I’m not cut out 
for this! Why didn’t I just let him stay with Edalyn?” 


He knew why. Because the thought of Hunter leaving his sight and possibly being in danger 
of Belos ever again made him physically ill. Because despite all his show of reluctance about 
it, he was attached, and he was happy to be able to give the kid shelter when he needed it 
most. 


And he had just royally fucked it up. Titan damn it all. 


“Literally anyone but me would know what to do now,” he bemoaned to Flapjack, who was 
now nesting in his hair. “Ugh!” 


Maybe if he could actually find the brat, he could work on fixing this and earning back 
Hunter’s trust. 


Find. Of course. Darius sat up. After a moment’s hesitation, he unfurled his scroll, and tapped 
‘call’ on Eberwolf’s contact. 


Eberwolf picked up on the second ring, as always. 


Hunter was proud of himself still for one thing- somehow, even during a full blown panic 
attack, he still had managed to not cry. He just shook in place, like a heart without a 
heartbeat. 


Luckily as well, he was almost certain Darius forgot this room existed. In fact, he had heard 
him walk past twice, the clank of his fancy boots on the wood accompanied by annoyed 
mutterings. It was a closet branch off of a closet on a third floor- so, triple forgettable- that 
was full of spiders and dust. It was gross, and dark, and musty, and it matched the vibes of 
Hunter’s little freak-out perfectly. 


He buried his face between his knees, and tried to ignore the fact that he was delaying the 
inevitable. If Darius didn’t straight up kick him out- God knows it would be justified 
considering what he broke- then the punishment he would get would be absolutely 
destructive. 


Now, he knew that Darius and Belos probably wouldn’t behave the exact same way. But he 
knew adults. He had endured his fair share of pain at the hands of jealous Captains in the 
Emperor’s coven to know the way they acted when pissed off. He also knew Darius- who 
faked him out with a hit on the shores of the beach, who could’ve destroyed his entire Flyer 
Derby team if he hadn’t decided to show a little mercy. 


And while Darius being a traitor definitely changed things... there was no changing one's 
nature. Darius was an Adult, and Hunter was a Failure. Capital letters and all. 


He breathed in, and out, and then paused, because he heard something scratching. 


A door opened. And then, another. Hunter froze, tensing, apologies on the tip of his tongue... 


Only to lock eyes with Eberwolf, Coven Head of the Beastkeeping Coven. 


“Hello, bird boy!” Eber waved, clearly happy to have found him. 


Hunter tried not to tremble as they walked down the stairs together. 


“So, you sent Darius out of the house?” Hunter asked, eyebrow raised. “I didn’t know you 
could do that. It's his house.” 


“Darius listens to Eberwolf,” Eber spoke, nodding sagely. “J am much wiser than he is, little 
cub. He is like a baby direwolf who needs guidance when it comes to caring for others! I also 
called him very stupid, because he is very stupid.” 


Hunter blinked. “To his face?” “He is used to hearing the truth from Eberwolf.”’ 


Hunter hummed, letting Eberwolf lead him to the couch on the second floor’s lounge. It sat 
him down on the couch, then carefully, with fluffy paws, wrapped a blanket around him. 


“Talk to Eberwolf,” Eber purred kindly, patting his leg. “Eberwolf listens.” 


He was silent for a moment, before he nodded. “Uhm. I’m sure you probably know more 
than me about it. But Darius was married. And then his husband- he’s gone. You probably 
know that. It's why Darius keeps the Blackbird sculptures around. And... I broke one. It was 
an accident, but... that’s not an excuse. It was clearly important to him, and I was careless.” 


Eberwolf let out a low growl. “You were not careless. You were careful. I see mantle. Squeaky 
clean, like when Lucius was alive! I introduce Darius to his husband, see. Very long time ago. 
They were important to each other, very much so, for a very long time. ” 


Hunter sighed shakily. “But-” 


“But object is not people,” Eberwolf nodded, “You is people, I is people, Darius is people. 
Object? Is just object. If it breaks or if it stays clean on the shelf, it won t bring people back. I 
told Darius as much. If it is broken, what a shame! Lucy is still gone. The real Lucius sat 
warm in the sun every morning, like a big cat. That object on the shelf sits cold and alone. It 
is not Lucy.” 


“.. Pm not people,” Hunter protested weakly, eyes falling to his lap. 
“Little cub,” Eberwolf cooed sadly. 


“Tm not. Pm a... a grimwalker, or whatever Belos told me I was. I’m not a person. I’m a- a 
thing. And if I can’t be useful, why keep me around? I have to be good.” 


“We don’t care if you are good,” Eberwolf said. “Darius doesn't-” 


“I care!” Hunter exclaimed. “... I care. I care so much I feel like I’m dying. I always have. 
Belos said- it was a weakness. Caring about what other people thought of me. Except him, of 


course. Maybe... there was some truth to it.” 


Eberwolf was quiet for a moment, before they climbed onto Hunter’s leg, and patted his 
scarred cheek gently. 


“None of us are Belos. Belos was bad to you,” Eberwolf chirped softly. “You were just a boy. 
You are just a boy. Little cub! And little cubs don t need to be as strong as a grown direwolf. 
They need to just be, and grow. You don t need to clean the house, even if you want. You can 
nap like a big cat in the sun all day. That is ‘being good’ when you are little cub. Even if you 
are grimwalker. Grimwalker is ‘people’, not ‘object’. Weird people, but still good people. ” 


Hunter had to try very, very hard to not cry, then. Barely, he succeeded, and he nodded. 


“Tt is okay to cry,” Eberwolf clambered off his lap, before it reached out and grabbed the 
remote on the coffee table. “But you are not there yet. That is also okay! Let us watch dumb 
Crystal Ball shows until you forget being sad!” 


Hunter let out a wet laugh. In a way, the gesture reminded him of Luz. He nodded, and tried 
to get comfortable as Eberwolf turned on the crystal ball and put on a marathon of Bleeding 
Hearts. 


Darius crept in silently as the sun began to rise. He knew distantly his complexion would 
suffer horrifically from staying up literally all night, but that worry was in the very back of 
his mind at the moment. 


The house was quiet, but that was very little comfort. He had no idea what Eberwolf and 
Hunter had talked about while he was gone. He hoped, hoped Eber had found Hunter and 
calmed him down. Prayed someone could be useful where he was just... useless. 


At least he had gotten Hunter some things. The books from his room, the little plush frog 
from behind his pillow, that potion he had nailed to the wall (??? why???), and then a bunch 
of things from downtown and the night market. A weighted blanket, a plush cardinal, some 
posters for that one series that Hunter’s penstagram handle was titled after. Ingredients for 
breakfast in a few hours. 


He crept silently up the stairs, thinking maybe Hunter had at least gotten some sleep. He 
intended to check Hunter’s room first, but then found he didn’t have to. 


On the couch, with the Crystal Ball still running, lay Hunter, cuddled on his sides, hugging a 
pillow as Eberwolf curled up at his legs. 


Darius’s surprise faded into a fond smile, and he sighed softly in relief. This alerted 
Eberwolf, who peeked open an eye, and then scuttered off the couch. 


“Have luck,” It patted his leg, and then vanished down the stairs and out the house into the 
dawn. 


At the loss of Eberwolf, Hunter stirred. Slowly, he sat up, meeting Darius’s eyes. He inhaled 
sharply, before turning his eyes back to the floor. 


“Relax. It’s okay,” Darius murmured. “You can go back to sleep. I’m going to make 
breakfast.. And then, we can talk when you’re ready, okay?” 


Hunter eyed him wearily, as if deciding whether or not this was a test. Eventually, he must 
have seen something in Darius’s face that reassured him, and he nodded. 


“Okay,” he murmured, “Okay.” 


The sun rose over the Boiling Isles, and a new day began. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Hunter and Darius talk, and then life goes on as it must- bookended by hugs. 
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Hunter stared down at his pancakes. They stared back, the demonic face on the bottom of all 
griddles (to seal away the dark magics of breakfast) printed on the top. 


"Flapjacks," he murmured, remembering what Luz had told him about his palismen's name. 
At the mention of his name, Hunter had to push his palismen away from his plate gently. 
"Flapjack, no, if you ate one, it'd be cannibalism." 


This did nothing but encourage the little bird, as Flapjack tried to steal a bite of food off 
Hunter's fork. 


"Hey!" He exclaimed. "You don't even eat!" 
Darius laughed from across the table, sipping his coffee. 


"Ah, avian palismen can often be troublemakers," Darius commented, watching as Hunter 
and Flapjack continued to do glorious battle. 


"I guess you'd know," Hunter nodded, "I saw the pictures- Flapjack, no- was yours a 
peacock?" 


"Is," Darius corrected, "My palisman is simply in hiding from.. well, I need not tell you who." 


Hunter nodded slowly, feeling that gnawing anxiety from last night come back. Seeing 
Hunter's stricken expression, Darius set his fork down. 


"Like I said," he reminded him, "We'll talk when you're ready." 
Hunter looked up, mustering the resolve to meet Darius's gaze. 
"You first?" He asked quietly. 


Darius nodded, sighing deeply. No, this was a mistake. He should have apologized to Darius 
before- 


"I'm sorry," Darius began, stunning Hunter. What? "Eberwolf reminded me of a simple truth- 
Objects are not people. The bird, it was important to me yes, but I can tell it was an accident. 
And no object is more important than your comfort and safety, especially right now. Acting in 
anger was... inappropriate. Even if you had destroyed it on purpose, I am the adult of the 
house. It's my responsibility to be the mature one in matters such as these and come up with a 
solution. I... didn't do that last night. I was rash. And for that, I am sorry." 


What the fuck? 


Hunter didn't know how long he sat there slack jawed. It sounded like Darius had been 
mulling over these words all night, carefully choosing the best way to apologize. 


Which, really, what the hell? People didn't apologize to Hunter. Especially when he was the 
one who messed up so royally. He took the brunt of the blame, he promised (and always 
failed) to do better next time. It was how things were supposed to work. It was why he was 
there- to clean up the messes, to take the fault. 


Where was the punishment? The yelling? Or worse? 


Darius was still staring expectantly at him, clearly expecting some sort of response. Hunter 
tried to straighten out his thoughts. 


"But I broke it," he settled on, voice coming out weaker than he would have liked. "It's my 
fault." 


"Hunter," Darius sighed. "I'm not in the business of punishing accidents-" 


"Well, why not?" He stood up, chair sliding backwards. Now, for whatever reason, Hunter 
was angry. Why couldn't Darius act the way he should? Like yesterday, when he was properly 
mad at Hunter for failing. "I broke something important to you! It's- it's gone because of me 
and you can't replace it. Doesn't matter why it's broken. It's my fault!" 


Darius stared at Hunter. Hunter breathed slowly, and then sat down. 
"Sorry," his voice shook, "I spoke out of turn." 


Darius was quiet for another moment, before he stood up, and approached Hunter. There it 
was. 


He closed his eyes, waiting for- something. Just. Something. Anything to feel like normal. 
(Nevermind that normal was terrifying.) 


Instead of all of Hunter's guesses at what he would do, Darius knelt down in front of him, 
placing a hand on his shoulder. 


"Hunter," he said gently, "I'm not going to hurt you. Ever." 

Don't cry. Don't you dare cry. 

Hunter willed the tears in his eyes to go away, trying desperately to keep it together. 
"Why not?" His voice cracked. 


"Because that wouldn't fix anything, and it won't help either of us learn. It won't fix whatever 
is broken, and it won't make any of us better. Hunter, no matter what, I can't think of any 
reason why I would ever need to lay a finger on you, or raise my voice like I did yesterday. 
So, I won't." 


"... Even if I deserve it?" 
"There is nothing, absolutely nothing," Darius stressed, "That you could do to deserve it." 


"What if," he blurted, and immediately regretted what he said next. "What if I broke 
something very important to your plans? What if- what if I did it on purpose, because I was 
angry? What if I didn't say sorry? You'd do something then, right?" 


"I'd talk it through with you, Hunter-" 


"You wouldn't break my nose? So I would know how it felt?" He didn't know why he kept 
talking, his hand unconsciously smoothing the old break on his nose. "You wouldn't make me 
heal it without magic? To really make sure I felt it?" 


Darius looked horrified. "Hunter..." 


Hunter looked away, closing his eyes. It seemed all he could do these days was avoid eye 
contact with people. 


"Is that what happened to your nose?" Darius asked. "I'm so sorry, kid. What..." 


"I broke something Uncle needed for- for the day of Unity. It was- I was being stupid, and I 
was mad because he wouldn't let me go see my few friends outside the castle. The ones- the 
ones from before he found me. I broke it. And he- he grabbed my hair, and he slammed my 
face into the table. That's why my nose is crooked at the top. It was the first time he ever 
punished me." 


It felt like a weight off his chest. He had never told anyone about what Belos had been like 
when he was mad. He kept it close to his chest, buried deep within next to the shame in his 


heart. Next to the feelings that he deserved every injury he got. Telling Darius made the 
burden easier. 


That feeling of relief was full of shame. Why tell Darius this? To earn sympathy? He didn’t 
need anyone feeling bad for him. He did something and there was a consequence to it. That 
was just life, wasn’t it? 


“Hunter,” Darius paused, “Can I hug you?” 


That was a question he hadn’t heard... ever. Hugs on the Boiling Isles were pretty uncommon 
already, but most would at least get one from their peers and guardians during important 
emotional moments. Hunter, looking back on it, didn’t remember anyone ever asking him. 

On the very rare occasion people did give him a hug, it was brief, unpleasant, and they never 
asked him first. 


He swallowed, then decided... yeah. Maybe a hug would be nice. He nodded slowly. 
Darius did as he asked- he pulled Hunter forward, into his arms, and hugged him close. 


“Oh,” Hunter murmured, feeling electric and overwhelmed in a way that he very rarely felt. It 
was like- in the moments of the blue hour, where he could pretend for a moment that Belos 
loved him, that he was appreciated. That warm feeling that came with acceptance, and with 
the idea that maybe someone out there cared. 


Not that he had many to compare it to, but Darius was a really good hugger. He hugged 
around the middle, he squeezed tight, and he didn’t pull away first. Like a good comforter in 
a pillow fort, the only real reference point Hunter could pin down. 


“You’re a real handful, Little Prince,” Darius murmured, resting his chin on the top of 
Hunter’s head. “But I don’t mind. I think, underneath all that teenage angst, there’s an 
incredible person who will grow up and do good things. If I can help you- I will, and I will do 
it by being kind. I won’t hurt you.” 


“T’m a burden,” Hunter murmured, and Titan, he wished his voice would stop cracking like 
that. He didn’t want Darius to know just how close to sobbing he really was. 


“Maybe sometimes, you will be. But guess what? People, we’re very good at carrying 
burdens. It’s why we have hands.” 


Hunter nodded into Darius’s embrace, move to bury his face into Darius’s shoulder, and 
stayed that way until the pancakes were cold and Flapjack had eaten half. 


“That makes literally no sense!” Hunter threw his hands in the air. “Why would it have been 
in chapter six when Hecate fell for Azura? Chapter nine makes more sense for both the 
characters, during the Library scene!” 


“But six was when the two first really interacted as equals,” Luz jabbed her copy of Azura the 
Good Witch very aggressively, “When Hecate first got an understanding of why Azura would 


want to be good! It was super romantic, when Azura did the light spell!” 


“Yeah, the first time they interacted as equals. No way it was love at first real conversation! 
That’s not how that works!” 


“What about the Roller Derby match?” Willow piped up from where she was petting 
Flapjack’s feathers. “When they first played on the same team? Six and Nine were when they 
first noticed each other, sure, but Hunter’s right. Love comes later.” 


“Six and Nine,” Eda called from the Kitchen, “Haha, nice.” 


Somehow, two weeks of staying with Darius had led to this. Funny number jokes coming 
from people Hunter considered traitorous nobodies less than a month prior. Him actually 
being allowed in the Owl House. And having friends. 


“Someone please shut the door,” Luz asked politely, “I have no time for sixty-nine jokes 
when there is /ore to debate.” 


Gus closed the door... reluctantly. “There is always time for sixty-nine jokes, but I relent.” 
“God, you really are twelve,” Luz elbowed Gus. 
“They’re human humor! I have to enjoy them! Legally!” 


Hunter snorted, then drew his knees to his chest. “Where’s Amity? I still need to talk to her 
about... y’ know.” 


“Oh, saying sorry for trying to fistfight her on the Knee?” Willow pointed out, pointedly. 
“Or lying about the messages I was sending her?” Luz chimed in. 

“Or kidnapping her dearest friends?” Gus grinned. 

Hunter flushed with embarrassment. “Okay, listen. In my defense. I am very dumb.” 


“Don’t put yourself down so easily,” Willow tilted her head. “But yes, all of the above was 
very dumb.” 


“I mean considering you were technically in a weird cult. I get it! I'd probably do weird 
things too if I was in a cult.” Gus nodded, considering the reality where he, Gus Porter, was 
in a cult. 


“We are in a cult,” Luz grinned, “It’s called the Bad Girl Coven.” 
“None of this answers my question,” Hunter buried his face in his hands. 


“Oh, right,” Luz winced. “So, obviously you're here because the Abomination coven is being 
inspected today. That includes Blight Industries, so... She’s at home to help her Dad not be 
so awkward and suspicious.” 


“And field questions about your whereabouts,” Willow added, “She said she’d send them on 
a goose chase if you came up.” 


That surprised Hunter. “She’s protecting me? ... After everything?” 


Willow shrugged. “I think Amity probably gets your whole deal better than most. She hasn’t 
always been... the nicest witch.” 


Hunter narrowed his eyes at his Captain, sensing there was... say, real life lore behind that 
particularly charged statement. Before he could ask if he needed to fight Amity again, Luz 
changed the subject. 


“Oh, speaking of Abominations,” Luz tapped her hands on the ground, “How’s Darius’s place 
been? Is it fancy? Is it goopy?” 


Hunter sat backwards on his hands, humming as he tried to figure out how to answer. 
“He’s... weird. But it's good weird. His house is big and nice, and he’s... trying. Which is 
nice. Really nice.” 


“Trying?” Willow narrowed her eyes. “Did something happen?” 
Hunter sighed. He figured they’d suss out that something happened eventually, but... 


“Well, first day, he had to go meet with Un-... Belos. So I was alone for a few hours, and I 
decided to y’know, make myself useful. His house was really dusty, so I cleaned, and... I 
accidentally broke something. Important.” He sighed. “He was really mad at first, I kind of... 
freaked out and hid? But Eberwolf came over, and was... surprisingly emotionally intelligent. 
When I woke up after all that, he made me breakfast, and then... apologized? For raising his 
voice at me? And- I didn’t know what to do with that, but he insisted he wouldn’t punish me. 
ANd then he hugged me,” Hunter finished. He was never very good at telling stories. 


Willow, Gus, and Luz stared at him for a moment, before all breathing a sigh of relief. 


“Oh, thank the Titan,” Willow sighed. “I was not looking forward to having to fight that guy 
again.” 


“Yeah, I’m glad he’s treating you well,” Gus agreed, “Guess I can put away those battle 
illusions I prepared.” 


“PI hang onto my glyphs. Just in case.” Luz crossed her arms, trying to look tough. 


“Wait, what?” Hunter exclaimed. “Am I missing something? Why would you guys be 
fighting Darius?” 


“Well, if he was treating you badly,” Willow slammed her fists together. “We weren’t gonna 
let that stand, obviously.” 


“Wh...” Hunter shook his head. “You were gonna fight Darius if you thought he wasn’t a 
good host?” 


“I mean, when you put it like that,” Luz hunched her shoulders, “Hey. After what I saw in the 
mindscape, I wasn’t exactly excited to send you home with a Coven Head. But I’m glad he’s 
nice! And I’m glad he’s trying.” 


“I’m sure he’s glad, too,” Gus narrowed his eyes. “No one messes with the Bad Girl Coven.” 
Hunter felt strangely warm. It was nice to think they cared enough to take up arms. 


(Even if they under no circumstances would’ve won.) 


“Good night, Hunter,” Darius said, that night after both were home and the house was 
cleared. 


“Good night, Darius,” he replied, feeling warm in his chest. He felt, deep in his soul, that 
maybe it actually would be a good night. 


Hunter knew immediately it was a nightmare. That didn’t make it easier in the slightest. 


He was falling through darkness and sludge, the pure black occasionally illuminated by 
flashes of red lightning in the distance. Belos’s subconscious. It had been horrifying when he 
was in there, and the sensation of falling hadn’t left him. For weeks now, he woke up in a 
cold sweat, still feeling like he was falling through nothingness. 


It hadn’t occurred to him, until this night, that there may be a bottom of Belos’s mind. The 
deepest, darkest place, where the dead dreamed, and larks and katydids did not dare venture. 


He gasped, blinking his eyes open, to find him standing upright in a giant plane, of sorts. He 
could no longer see where he had fallen from, the darkness above fading. Red light trickled 
through from nowhere and illuminated what seemed to be dust, dancing down, falling the 
way he did.. The terrain was purely flat, stretching for miles, an ominous fog concealing the 
horizon. If there even was one. Hunter knew instantly that he could walk for miles and never 
reach the end, not in a million years, not until the universe itself died. This place could not 
possibly exist in absolute reality- this was a location of pure, unfiltered psyche. No other 
force of nature could have dreamed it. Nothing but an endless gravel for infinity. Hunter 
felt... swallowed. Consumed. This was the mind of a monster. 


And then he looked down. 


His foot was clean through Lucius’s chest. It had to be Lucius, as even as he was missing an 
eye, even as blood trickled through the corner of his mouth, even as the uniform of the 
Golden Guard was ripped to shreds and bathed in crimson death, he was a dead ringer for the 
man in Darius’s photos. Hunter screamed, stumbling backwards, pulling his boot out of the 
gaping bloody sinew with a squelch. 


It was then he realized it was not just Darius’s late husband he was standing upon. He was 
standing on a pile of corpses- a pile of dead Golden Guards. Nausea and pure panic filled his 


veins as he looked at their faces, all staring blankly, all long dead in various ways. One was 
frozen solid, shattered across the pile. Another, pure stone. Yet another... no longer 
identifiable. Most of them, with few exceptions, looked eerily similar to him with minor 
differences. The teeth, the hair. 


He stumbled down the pile, attempting to run, vanish into the fog- but the pile grabbed him. 
Hands, hands, so many hands, grabbing every bit of him, pulling him beneath, making him 
one of them. A corpse, to lay in the void forever. No matter how much he screamed and 
begged, they wouldn’t let go. 


Until one stepped forward. He knew immediately it was the Original. All round ears, kind 
face, blood leaking from his eyes like tears. 


“RUN,” he commanded, and Hunter did, as fast as he could. 


He ran through the dark fog, tearing through the mist like the wind at night, all wild hunt 
searching for Salvation. In a way, he found it, as out of the fog loomed The House. 


The House, not The Owl House, or Darius’s House, was the place Hunter spent the first 
seven years of his life in. An orphanage on the edge of Bonesborough that was nothing but 
lonely halls, and the smell of mildew. It was- that feeling, late at night, as one prepared to 
turn off the last light and book it full speed up the stairs. That eerie cold. That was The 
House. 


Except this House wasn’t quite the same as it was in reality. This became immediately clear 
as he entered the front door. This House had wooden boards twisting into the bone and 
cobblestone the Emperor’s palace was made of, swirling into darkness, and the halls and 
walls went on a bit too longer than the eyes could reasonably tolerate. It was like the walls 
breathed, the agonal breathing experienced by the dead and dying. 


In front of him, that dark hallway loomed. 


He could turn back. He could face his destiny at the hands of Belos- could face his death, 
could surrender to that pile of corpses. Or he could go down the hallway. Into the unknown. 
And pray, pray, pray, that the nightmare didn’t get worse. 


He chose the hallway, taking a deep breath before running into the darkness. 


It stretched for miles. Hunter felt slow, sluggish, like he was pushing through rope and jelly 
as he went. Eventually, though, his lungs, be they dreamed or not, ran out of air, and he 
doubled over in exhaustion. Gasping for air, though it came in viscous. 


He opened his eyes, looking to what was in the hallway ahead of him. On the ground before 
him was the broken Blackbird. 


“Not here,” he murmured, “Not here, please.” 


He didn’t know how he knew what the reminder meant. He just... knew. Felt it, like the hand 
on his shoulder. 


“What a shame,” Darius’s voice came from behind him, “Ofall the grimwalkers, you were 
the most like him.” 


Hunter woke up screaming. 


Darius woke up to the sound of screaming. 


He patted the blanket in front of him in a blind panic, before lifting up his sleep mask and 
blinking. Checking his scroll, it was around 3:30 in the morning. 


As his mind struggled to wake up from its beauty sleep, he ran through the possibilities. 
Crazy neighbors? A scream demon? Hunter? 


Hunter...? 
Hunter! 
Darius shot up, ripping the blankets off himself as he bolted out of his bedroom. 


“Hunter?” He called into the darkness, snapping his fingers to make the candle-lit hallway 
light up. He shot down the hall to Hunter’s room, knocking, before throwing the door open 
anyways. “Hunter!” 


Upon first glance, he didn’t see the kid. He wasn’t in bed- but neither were his blankets. He 
looked around, eyes locking into the corner of his room. 


There was Hunter, curled up into a tight ball, shaking and rocking back and forth. Eyes wide, 
staring at nothing. 


“Oh, little prince,” Darius breathed out, a strange pain in his chest at the sight. “It’s alright. 
You’re safe in my home.” 


Hunter didn’t seem to hear, so Darius approached, kneeling down in front of him. He noticed 
then that Hunter had tears in his eyes, even though they didn’t fall yet. He reached out a hand 
to place it on Hunter’s knee... 


“Don t,” Hunter flinched violently, trying to smack Darius’s hand away. “Touch!” 
Darius put his hands up in surrender. “Hey, hey, okay. I won’t touch.” 
“Get off me,” Hunter whimpered. “Get off, get off, get off!” 


Hunter was shaking even harder now, rocking back and forth. His nails were digging tightly 
into his arms- Darius needed to get this under control fast, before Hunter seriously hurt 
himself. 


He thought, and then decided the best way to get through to Hunter would be to just talk and 
wait for Hunter to tune back in. 


“My palisman is named Azul,” he began, “Simply meaning blue. Currently, he’s staying with 
the Bat Queen. A similar arrangement to you and myself- she is keeping him safe from Belos 
for the time being. But I still see him from time to time, whenever I get a moment. Azul is... 
a finicky little bird. A veritable prince,” Darius chuckled softly, “Sort of like you. Except 
Azul is far more flamboyant.” 


At this, Hunter looked up, seeming to register it was Darius who was there. 


“Lucius was an extremely talented woodcarver,” Darius continued, “He could make anything 
in incredible detail. Sculptures of entire people, down to the stubble on their jaws, with one 
tree. He helped me make Azul when we first got together. His one fault with palismen- 
making was that he had no eye for paint, not the way I did. I mean, hell, for his blackbird, he 
just splashed black paint across it and called it a day!” He laughed softly. 


The mention of the blackbird made Hunter tense. “I’m sorry,” the boy blurted, tears starting 
to spill after weeks of being held back. “I’m s-sorry. I didn’t mean to break it, I really didn’t. 
Please don’t replace me...” 


Oh. 
“Was that what your nightmare was about?” Darius guessed. “It was a nightmare, wasn’t it?” 


He nodded slowly, defeating the boy’s form. He slowly uncurled, legs partially splaying 
across where Darius was sitting. 


“I saw him,” Hunter scrubbed at his face, voice so quiet it was almost hard to here. “Lucius. 
A-and the other Golden Guards. They- they wouldn’t stop grabbing me, t-trying to kill me, 
trying to make me join them. I had my foot t-through his chest. A-and I ran, but... but...” 


A chill went down Darius’s spine. A hole through the chest. He worried just how deeply his 
psyche connected with Belos’s, to the point where his mind knew exactly how Lucius was 
murdered without ever seeing it happen. He chose not to dwell on that particularly horrifying 
implication, and instead nodded for Hunter to continue. 


“But- but when I ran through the house, I- I found the Blackbird, and it was broken, and 
you-” Another wave of tears overcame Hunter. “I didn’t- I didn’t mean to break it. I didn’t 
want to fail you, I swear!” 


“Hunter,” he murmured. “You know I don’t blame you. And you know I won’t replace you.” 


Hunter let out a low whine. “I can’t know that. I can’t. One day, I'll disappoint you. And- 
and-” 


Darius leaned forward, still not touching Hunter, no matter how badly he wanted to give him 
another hug. He met Hunter’s low gaze. 


“I promised you I’d never hurt you. I meant it. It was a nightmare- but it wasn’t real. You’re 
here, you’re safe. That won’t change. I won’t let it.” 


Hunter sniffled, staring at Darius’s face for any sign at all he was lying. Then, he threw 
himself into Darius’s arms. 


It was strange to think of the fact that less than two months ago, Darius would’ve been 
disgusted. Now, all he could do was pull Hunter as close as possible, rub his back, and run his 
hand through his hair. The way his own father would do it when he was a kid. 


He didn’t think Hunter had ever had that before, judging by how this made Hunter sob 
harder, grasping desperately at Darius’s shirt. 


“Sorry,” he blubbered, “For r-ruining your shirt.” 
“It’s okay,” Darius reassured, and surprisingly meant it. “It’s just an object.” 
Silently, Darius swore: Jf Belos ever comes near this family again, I'll rip him to shreds. 


The night marched onwards as Hunter finally, finally cried. 
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Hunter woke up in his own bed, far, far past his normal wakeup time of six A.M. Fora 
moment, he panicked, before remembering where he was. He knew, warmly, that Darius 
wouldn't care what time he woke up. He flopped back down onto his bed, arms splayed 
outwards, before noticing his right arm had hit something solid. 


He rolled over, locking eyes with his scroll. 
"Huh," he muttered, "Thought I left you back at the palace?" 
He picked it up, noticing a sticky note stuck to the screen. 


Eberwolf found this in the Palace garbage. Next time, just tell me you lost it, and I'll be sure 
to buy you another one. -Darius 


Hunter grinned to himself. It was nice. Having someone that cared. He was exhausted from 
last night's nightmare, but it didn't really matter, because Darius had been there. Hell, he 
wasn't even upset at Hunter for messing with his sleep. He had stayed until Hunter was okay 
with being alone again. 


He opened his scroll, then opened penstagram. He took about ten minutes to quickly catch up 
with all the messages he missed, taking a moment to send Luz a picture of a sleeping 
Flapjack. 


Opening the Emerald Entrails group chat, he sighed. He hoped Darius would consider letting 
him play. He knew on some level it probably wouldn't be entirely safe for him to do so, but... 
well, it was fun. 


Emerald Entrails 

RULERZREACHEAN: I.M SO TIRED 

hello_willow: long night? :( 

Hunter smiled at Willow's immediate response. 

RULERZREACHEAN: y.eah but it's okiey,, Darius Is cool. And was not mad. 
hello_willow: if he is ever not cool, I meant what I said about fighting him >:V 
human_ambassador: we'd lose. But we'd do it. Also hunter you're back!!! 
RULERZREACHEAN: Even,rwoof found my scroll in the garbage 
RULERZREACHEAN: eberEolf,, 

skarasonmyheart: you got close!!! ^.^ 


puddlesmedicaloffice: hey hunter!! Thought u died <3 there r wanted posters for you 
literally all over Bonesborough 


Hunter nearly dropped his scroll. 


puddlesmedicaloffice: none of them have your face! but yeah they're all like BRING ME 
THE GOLDEN GUARD and I'm like HOW IS ANYONE GONNA KNOW WHAT HE 
skarasonmyheart: except us!!!! >v< heart emoji 

human_ambassador: please just actually use the emoji 

skarasonmyheart: no. Heart emoji 

hello_willow: I won't lie I have a copy of the wanted poster in my room 


AZURAFAN123: how very Eda of you willow!!!, Also hi hunter I'm here for moral support 


RULERZREACHEAN: y.ou bein,,g here does the opp.osite for me. 


AZURAFAN123: Bitch 


human_ambassador: it is nine in the morning. 
Several people are typing... 


Hunter shut his scroll, wrestling with his thoughts and emotions. On one hand, yay! A way to 
talk to his friends! On the other hand, Belos was looking for him. 


Did the wanted posters say dead or alive? Did Belos... want him back? Or did he just want to 
finish what he started in that mindscape? 


Hell, the day of Unity was only a month away. Could Belos even replace him in that time? 
How long did Grimwalker's take to make? 


His scroll buzzed. He opened it again, seeing a private DM for willow. 


hello_willow: by the way, remember championships for this season of flyer Derby are against 
Glandus and are in a week. will u be there? :) 


Hunter felt his heart sink. 


RULERZREACHEAN: I want to,, but i.dk if I can. If b.elos is looking, for me I don'tjg 
want to put you all ind anger. 


RULERZREACHEAN: also dari,us may say no,, 


hello_willow: i mean bump is no snitch, he didn’t tell on luz or eda when the emperor still 
had it out for their heads and they were worth like a trillion snails. Also again will fight 
darius 1v1 


hello_willow: (s'-')s 
Hunter snorted. 


RULERZREACHEAN: le,t, me go ask him, about the wanted poster,,. First. He ha.d to 
h.ave known and jus,t not told me 


Hunter chucked his scroll onto his pillows, hopping out of bed. He was almost out the door 
when he doubled back, grabbing a sleepy Flapjack and placing him on his shoulder. Then, he 
rushed downstairs. 


Darius was by the stovetop, scrambling some Cockatrice eggs on the stove. 


“Darius!” Hunter exclaimed, almost slipping due to his socks losing friction as he slid across 
the floor. “Flyer Derby finals are next week, can I go?’ 


Not the question he had wanted to lead with, but it did get to the heart of the issue. 


“Good morning to you too,” Darius muttered, “Flyer Derby, hm? I’m not sure if that’d be 
safe, considering.” 


“Considering I have wanted posters all over town?” Hunter crossed his arms. 


Darius stopped dead, and then turned the stove off, transferring the eggs to a plate. “One of 
your friends snitched, I assume? Yes. The Emperor is looking for you. And I think both of us 
would prefer he didn’t find you.” 


Hunter narrowed his eyes. “You kept it from me,” he accused, before he looked down. “... I 
get why. You were afraid I would run back, weren’t you?” 


Darius sighed, turning around to look at Hunter. “... Partially. There was that period at the 
beginning- where you were, let us say hesitant around me. I worried if you found out then, 
you’d go sprinting back into the jaws of the beast. But then it became more... Very few 
people have seen your face, Hunter. And that is our one advantage when it comes to keeping 
you safe. I want you to be able to have a good life now. Can’t do that if you’re dead, or 
worse.” 


Hunter mulled this over for a moment. He couldn’t say Darius was wrong. There were 
moments, where Hunter wondered if he begged for forgiveness hard enough, maybe his 
Uncle would love him again. It got hard sometimes- leaving behind everything you had ever 
known wasn’t exactly easy. “So we keep the advantage,” Hunter settled on. “Concealment 
stones. Hide these eyebags, this scar, my hair color, maybe. So no one really knows.” 


Darius titled his head. “An intelligent suggestion, little prince. I’m surprised,” he smirked. 
“Hey!” 


“Breakfast is ready,” Darius moved all the food he had prepared to the table. “Eat, and then 
I'll go digging through my old vanity for illusions. Maybe we change your hair color to... 
Well, how do you feel about being a ginger?” Hunter pulled a face. Then, his joking attitude 
left, as he remembered something. 


“Wait here,” he murmured. 


He quickly ran back up to his room, sighing. Then, he opened the bottom drawer on his 
dresser. 


Carefully, he lifted out a red-leather book with a Blackbird on it. Flapjack let out a low tweet 
of warning. 


“T know, I know, but... I mean. It’s only fair. We were both hiding something.” 


He had found the book on accident when he was cleaning. When reorganizing the shelves in 
Darius’s vanity room, he had accidentally knocked this out of a small crevice. It was clearly 

meant to be hidden- he guessed Darius didn’t know about it, and it probably had belonged to 
Lucius. He was going to give it to Darius, ask what it was. 


When they had their little... misunderstanding, Hunter had forgotten about the journal 
entirely. Or, it was more... he was reluctant to give it back. Afraid that by moving it from his 


spot, he had done something akin to breaking the porcelain bird again. So he put it away and 
tried to forget it existed. Never opening it, despite his curiosity. 


But now that he knew Darius really did just want him safe... 

He tucked it under his arm, and then went back downstairs. 

“Here,” he held it out to Darius unceremoniously. Darius’s eyes widened. 
“Ts this...” Darius thumbed over the cover. “Did you find this?” 


“A while back,” Hunter admitted, rubbing the back of his neck. “When I deep-cleaned the 
house. I accidentally knocked it out of a hidey-hole. I was worried you’d be mad, cause 
maybe it was supposed to be there... but, uh. I get the feeling you didn’t know it was there, 
either?” 


Darius was staring unblinking at the book. Slowly, he looked up at Hunter. 


“This was Lucius’s royal science journal,” Darius said, carefully. “When he worked at the 
palace for a time. He told me I shouldn’t read it. Not until after he was long gone.” 


Hunter felt tense. So it was important. Anxiety raced through him at the thought that ah, 
perhaps he had fucked up by hiding it. 


Then, Darius just sighed. “Guess we were both hiding things. I’ll thumb through this later, 
when I’m not starving and tired. Sit and eat, kid. We’ve got a long day ahead of us if we’re 
going to get you ready for your match.” 


Hunter felt a small smile come to his face, several weights he didn’t even know were there 
lifting off his shoulders. 


“All convene,” Darius murmured from beneath his cloak, “The meeting of... oh, I suppose 
we never did settle on a name for our little group, now did we?” 


“Do we need one?” Raine raised an eyebrow. 
“Eberwolf thinks we should be called the Bastard Destroyers. For Belos is big bastard.” 


“I agree with Eberwolf,” Eda raised her hand out from her red cloak. “Bastard Destroyers has 
a nice ring to it.” 


Darius hoped Edalyn could feel him glaring at her from beneath his cloak. “Absolutely not.” 


“Anyways,” Raine clapped their hands together. “I’ve called this meeting today to discuss 
something we’ve all noticed.” 


“You mean that big bastard is absolutely losing his mind?” Eberwolf raised its furry hand into 
the air. 


“Yes,” Raine confirmed. “That. He’s walking a fine line, here. Searching for the Golden 
Guard, but unable to show his face lest people start putting pieces together. Needing Hunter 
for whatever he’s planning, but being utterly inept in finding him.” They smirked. “It’s really 
funny to watch.” 


“But why?” Eda crossed her arms. “Luz told me Belos was ready to merc Hunter in the 
mindscape. He was completely ready to just make another one. What’s stopping him?” 


“Darius,” Raine nodded. 
Darius sighed, deeply, and took out a book with a blackbird on the cover. 


He was... nervous, to show them all what had been found. It was one of those things where 
opening it would mean there was almost nothing new left to discover of his Husband’s mind. 
That Lucius was truly gone, and there would never be anything new. 


But Hunter was in danger if they couldn’t figure this out. So, Darius cracked open the journal 
in his hands. 


“As you all know,” he began, “My Husband was the previous Golden Guard. A talented 
carver of palistrom wood, he was brought on specifically to help Belos with some... secret 
project. Now, knowing what Hunter is, I think I can guess what Lucy was up to.” 


Darius turned to the page in question, holding it up to show a diagram showing the distinctive 
eye pattern of the Grimwalkers with a bunch of notes in the margin. Everyone in the room 
recoiled. 


“Yikes,” Eberwolf said, effectively summing up this revelation. 


“But Hunter wasn’t the first Grimwalker,” Eda pointed out. “They saw tons of masks in 
there.” 


“No. But going through this journal, and the fact that Belos brought in someone he didn t 
make to be Golden Guard tells me Hunter was almost certainly the most important. Or at 
least, different. Lucius spent years on this project- on helping Belos perfect his little 
Grimwalker.” Darius tried to keep his voice level. “I think it took Belos a few days to realize 
that with the Day of Unity less than a month away, he didn’t have time to make another. And 
that’s why the Wanted posters specify he must be alive. He needs Hunter for the Day of 
Unity.” 


Eberwolf let out a low growl. “Eberwolf senses you have an idea of what purpose little cub 
serves. Spill, peacock boy.” 


Darius let out a long, exhausted sigh, and then collapsed into a nearby wooden chair. He 
thumbed through the pages, before stopping on the list of ingredients for a Grimwalker. 


“Now, I’m no magical theorist,” he murmured, “That was always Lucy’s thing. But PI try 
and explain this as best as I can guess from what’s written. What do you all know about how 
enchanting something works?” 


Eda raised her hands. “I used to do enchantment stuff all the time. Usually to try and make 
ingredients turn themselves into soup. ... Never worked right. Enchantment is pretty basic 

magic, though- you put a little bit of your magic into an object, basically, and it makes the 
object stronger.” 


“Object,” Darius stressed. “Because if you try to put outside magic into an object that already 
has innate power, such as a living person, then that’s a curse. The magic works against the 
thing that is being enchanted, and it falls apart and goes wrong. So, whatever is channeling 
the magic, the enchanted object, it cannot have innate magic in it to work as intended.” 


“But, it still has to be able to conduct magic at all. So, something that had anti-magic 
properties, like iron, wouldn’t work no matter what.” Raine completed. 


“You're smarter than you look, Rainstorme,” Eda teased, elbowing her partner gently. 


Darius rolled his eyes. “Stop flirting. I’m trying to explain something very complicated to 
you all. As I was thumbing through the ingredients of what it takes to make a Grimwalker- A 
galderstone, palistrom wood, selkiedomus scales, stonesleeper lungs- it occurred to me. 
Based off his notes, it occurred to Lucy too.” He pointed to a red pen marking on the 
margins. 


“All conductors,” Eda read, then froze. “Wait. Yeah. All those materials- they’re materials 
that conduct magic really, really well. They’re super valuable because they’re easy to 
enchant... hey, wait...” 


Raine scrambled to pick up the diagram of the draining spell. “Don’t tell me.” 
Eberwolf let out a low whine. 


“Yes,” Darius closed the journal, burying his face in his hand. “It’s what you think. We know 
that Belos is going to drain the Isles of magic, and use our lives to open a portal so he may 
return home. For whatever reason, he’ll be bringing the entire Isles with him. A trophy, 
perhaps. Regardless, that would take an incredible amount of magic, and more important, he 
needs something to channel all that power through. It’s basically one big enchantment, to 
make a portal that big. He needs a conductor to end all conductors.” 


“Hunter’s the conductor,” Eda finished, running her clawed hands down her face. “He’s a 
powerless witch, so there’s nothing for the magic to clash with. And his whole body is made 
up of enchantment material. Oh, I’m going to kill that spindly little witch-hunter with my 
bare hands.” 


Darius breathed in slowly. Explaining this was upsetting for so many reasons. It was worse 
because he couldn’t tell Hunter. How would he explain to the boy that his entire purpose was 
to be the linchpin in a plan that would kill thousands? That he’d be ripped apart from the 
sheer force? That Belos only wanted him back to use him as a tool? 


He understood why Lucius hadn’t told him all those years, but it still hurt to know that, even 
if just for a bit, he had to have been okay with all of this. 


(Then again, for a long time... Darius had been more or less okay with Hunter being hurt, 
too.) 


But now, that was his kid. His son, as far as Darius was concerned. 
“That much magic would leave him brain dead,” Raine whispered. 


Darius grit his teeth. “Don’t you think I know that? Why do you think I- fuck.” He scrubbed 
at his face. “He kept asking me yesterday why I kept the wanted posters from him. He- he 
correctly guessed it because I was worried he’d go back. After reading this? I'm just even 
more worried. He doesn’t even- he doesn’t even know the depths of why I have to be 
worried,” He spat. "Because I'm a coward who can't tell him anything." 


Eda put a hand on his shoulder. “It’s hard, being a parent,” she began, and he almost smacked 
her hand off before he realized she wasn’t teasing him for once. “Raising King and then 
basically fostering Luz has been... tough. The night after the whole brain incident, Luz cried 
for hours. And I couldn’t- I didn’t know how to explain to her that I knew Belos was going to 
come for us, then. I had to be the adult and choose not to prioritize her. You made the right 
choice, trying to protect him. I think you should keep this all from him until he’s much 
older.” 


“What if he doesn’t get to be older?” Darius’s voice came out hoarse. “What if we fail?” 
“We won’t.” Raine said, determined. Eberwolf nodded aggressively. 
“Failure is no option,” Eberwolf shook its tiny fists in the air. “Death to Bastard!” 


And safety to Hunter, Darius thought. Please, whoever above is listening. Safety for the little 
prince. 


“Apple blood,” the salesman on the corner called to the Night Market crowd, “Come get your 
apple blood!” 


“Are you an apple blood fan, Darius?” Hunter turned to his... whatever Darius was to him, 
these days, asking with a quirked brow. 


“Can’t say I am,” Darius shrugged. “Apple Blood has always been more Edalyn’s thing. I’m 
more of a Lime Tears man. Refined, elegant. Like me.” 


“Yeah, keep telling yourself that,” Hunter grinned. 
“Little shit, more like,” Darius muttered under his breath, but Hunter caught it anyway. 
“Heard that!” he exclaimed. “What are we looking for here if not Apple Blood, huh?” 


“I need a bunch of things for the adults of the rebellion to worry about, for one. You, 
however, need clothes that aren’t ugly. And you may look for any object that catches your 
eye. And of course, some advanced concealment stones for appearing in broad daylight.” 


Hunter nodded slowly, ignoring the jab at his fashion taste. “... You sure no one will 
recognize me here?” 


“It’s the night market,” Darius said flatly, “The only scouts here are the ones who don’t get 
paid enough to give a fuck.” 


“T’ve seen payroll,” Hunter muttered, “That’s all of them.” 
“Based,” Viney said. 

Hunter screamed, jumping straight up into the air. 

“Sorry! Did we scare you?” Skara laughed lightly. 


Hunter blinked. Standing behind them was his team- Willow, Gus, Skara, and Viney, all 
dressed in cloaks and with bags of snails at their side. 


“What- what are you all doing here?” Hunter got out, trying to pick his jaw up off the floor. 
He hadn’t realized exactly how much he had missed seeing them until this moment. 


“Like I said,” Darius smirked, “I have adult rebel business to take care of. You kids have fun. 
Meet me back here by one A.M.” 


And he vanished into the crowd. 

Willow walked up to him, grabbing him by the arm. "Come on!" 

Gus whooped. "Heck yeah, shopping for items you don't technically need!" 
"The best therapy," Viney affirmed. 


"I feel like therapy is the best therapy," Hunter said, "But okay." 


An hour later, Hunter had three bags full of items he had looked at for more than ten seconds, 
and thusly his teammates bought for him. 


"You guys really don't need to spend so much money on me," Hunter murmured. "I don't 
need much." 


"If you don't let us treat you to nice things, I swear, Hunter," Willow pointed threateningly at 
him. 


He put his hands up in surrender. "Okay, okay." 


“Okay, so we got you a cool new outfit or two,” Skara scrolled down her scroll, “Gold 
lacquer for broken pottery-” 


“I need it for something I have to fix,” Hunter justified. 


“And a bunch of cute things for your room or wherever else. Concealment stones? Hunter, 
why would you need any? You have a good face!” Skara threw her hands in the air. 


His entire team made general sounds of agreement with this sentiment. Hunter covered his 
face to hide his flustering, 


Hunter rubbed the back of his neck. “It’s not for that. It’s so I can play with you guys next 
fearsday. I don’t want anyone seeing my real face, because...” 


“Ah,” Viney nodded, pointing to a wall with a wanted poster on it for the Golden Guard. 
“Because that?” 


Hunter nodded, approaching the poster upon having it pointed out. He took it off the wall, 
smoothing a hand over it. 


“He really didn’t want to show my face,” Hunter murmured. “I wonder why.” 


“Either he doesn’t want you back that badly,” Gus winced as Willow pinched his ear, “Or, 
there’s another reason.” 


“Does it really matter why?” Willow shrugged. “My guess is it’s because he doesn’t want 
anyone knowing you two are related, and he did show his face at the parade a while back. 
You guys look really similar.” 


Hunter winced. “Yet another reason to get a concealment stone. I don’t exactly like looking 
like him.” 


“It’s fun to theorize, though,” Viney shrugged. “Okay, everyone, what’s the real reason for 
why the Emperor didn’t show Hunter’s face? Wrong answers only.” 


“He was afraid that if he showed people Hunter’s face, no one would actually hunt him down 
because they’d be too busy stanning him on penstagram.” Skara offered. 


“True, Hunter does look like he could be a fancast for any of the popular fictional bad boys 
right now,” Gus nodded. “I think it's because if Belos showed Hunter’s face, he knew the 
mere sight of it would enrage Kikimora so hard, she’d explode and then he’d have no coven 
head. Again.” 


“Fancast for a bad boy?” Hunter muttered. “Also, she definitely doesn’t need to see my face 
to get that mad. Just mentioning me makes her tiny little head explode.” 


Willow laughed. “Okay, okay. I think it's because Belos is a secret Flyer Derby fan and 
knows if he captured Hunter right away, he wouldn’t get to watch the replays of our match.” 


Viney giggled. “All I can see is the image of Belos sitting on his dumb little thrown just 
absolutely covered in Emerald Entrails merch.” 


Hunter found himself grinning. “I don’t really have much to add. I think if I tried to joke, you 
guys would give me that look you all get when I accidentally say something super messed up 
without realizing.” 


“Oh come on, give it a shot!” Gus encouraged. 


Hunter thought for a minute. “My role for the day of unity is so unbelievably important,” he 
began, “That if I were to die in the process of getting captured, his plans would literally all 
fall apart so hard that the Palace itself would collapse. I am literally secretly so powerful that 
I could end the world as we know it.” 

The Emerald Entrails stared at him for a second, and then all burst out laughing. 


“Yeah, that’s definitely the most implausible. You being a secret weapon is such a funny 
concept,” Willow snorted, “Ah, yes. Hunter, destroyer of worlds.” 


“The guy who puts milk before cereal,” Gus nodded. “Truly a horrifying threat to existence.” 
“Wait, Hunter, you do what?” 


Hunter’s cheeks hurt with how much he was smiling. It was happening more and more, these 
days. Those moments where he actually felt like a teenager. 


“Oh my Titan, hold on, I have to save you as ‘milk before cereal’ in my scroll,” Skara 
laughed, then her face dropped. “Uh. Guys? It’s 1:05 a.m.” 


There was a pause. 
“We’re late to meeting with Darius!” Viney threw her hands in the air. “Haul ass, now!” 
“But the concealment stones!” Hunter protested. 


Willow paused for a moment, then turned to a table selling them. She drew a circle in the air, 
grabbing two off from the table with a sneakily placed vine. 


“Youre going to steal them?!” Hunter exclaimed. 


“It’s the Night Market,” Gus rolled his eyes, grabbing Hunter and beginning to pull him 
towards the meeting area. “Everyone steals!” 


“Well, good to see you all in one piece, even if you are late,” Darius nodded appreciatively. 
“My business has been taken care of.” 


Hunter spotted Darius holding something wrapped tightly in wrapping paper. “What’s that?” 


“A gift. For you, for later. PII let you see when it’s the right time,” Darius stuck the item into 
his cloak for safekeeping. “For now, let's go home. Did you all get everything you needed?” 


“Yes, Mr. Darius,” Willow smiled, “Thank you for the snails.” 
“Nonsense. Thank you for spending time with Hunter. Especially so late at night.” 


“Oh, the fun was all ours!” Skara smiled brightly, waving. “Bye Hunter! I gotta get home 
before my parents notice I was gone!” 


“Oh, crap, same,” Willow took out Clover, hopping on her staff. “See you at the match! Keep 
in touch!” 


“Send pictures of the outfits, too!” Viney grinned. “We’ll hype you up!” 
“Byeeee!” Gus said, flying off as he mocked Hunter’s intonation. 

Hunter waved, then sighed as they all vanished into the horizon. “Darius?” 
“Yes, Hunter?” 

“Thanks. For everything,” he mumbled, and meant it. 


Darius reached out, and ruffled his hair. “Don’t mention it, kid.” 


The day before the Flyer Derby match, Fearbruary 17th, was a very important day for 
Darius’s household. That morning, the members of the house woke up at nine a.m, ate 
breakfast quietly, and then gathered what they needed. 


The view from the hilltop grave was quite lovely- it overlooked the Boiling Sea, and due to 
its placement on top of a finger, you could see most of Bonesborough in the distance below. 
The warm ocean breeze ran through Hunter’s hair, and he breathed in and out evenly. It was 
calm. A perfect day for remembrance. 


Hunter set down a candle in front of the grave, Darius next to him, lighting it. Darius placed a 
bundle of forget-me-nots down on the other side. Hunter had to remember to thank Willow 
for the flowers, later. 


Lucius Vainglory-Clawthorne, The grave read, born Fearbruary 17th, 1973, died 
Septictember 30th, 2002. 


Onwards, to greater works. “Happy birthday, Lucius,” Darius said gently. 


The two sat silent for a long time, until the Sun was almost half-way up the sky. It was 
peaceful- calm. And though Lucius was long gone, sitting here with Darius made Hunter feel 
like maybe he was watching. And maybe, in some distant way, that dead man had recognized 
Hunter as part of the family. For sitting here, with Darius, remembering his predecessor... 
Hunter felt like a son instead of a weapon. 


“Come on,” Darius said eventually, standing. “Back inside. I have a gift for you.” 


“Today’s the day, then?” Hunter tried to hide his curiosity. “That parcel has been taunting me 
for a week.” 


Darius let out a low laugh, and helped Hunter up. 


“I actually have a gift for you too,” Hunter spoke up, “I think it’s fitting for the date.” 
“Oh?” Darius raised an eyebrow. “Then, let’s do a trade.” 


Hunter ran upstairs quickly to get his gift, nearly tripping. However, once he got there, he 
stared down his project where it sat on his desk, taking a moment to calm his nerves. 


The porcelain blackbird was not good as new- it was extremely obvious it had been broken. 
However, that was part of the point. Hunter didn’t want to erase what had happened. It 
would’ve felt wrong, to try and cover up a moment that was so integral to his relationship 
with his new home, to his new relationship with Darius. 


Using golden lacquer from the Night Market, he had pieced every broken piece back into 
place. It had taken a while, and was frustrating, but he had fixed it. The bird was whole again, 
and the cracks shone gold. 


“Kintsugi, or kintsukuroi,” Luz had explained, “Is a thing from Japan, in the human realm. 
Basically, the whole point is to love the mistake of breaking pottery by showing it off and 
embracing the flaws.. You fill in the cracks with gold. My dad liked the concept a lot and 
brought it home. The idea that you can t reach your full potential without mistakes.. Also, I 
used to break a lot of pots. I was a clumsy child.” 


It felt fitting. He was the Golden Guard- gold was entrenched in everything that was him. All 
his jewelry, his life, everything painted in gold. So if he could fix something he broke with 
gold... It was like he had fixed something much, much deeper. 


He picked up the bird from his table, and held it behind his back. Flapjack hopped from his 
nap spot onto Hunter’s shoulder, nuzzling his shoulder. 


“Thanks for the support,” Hunter petted Flapjack’s feathers, “Hopefully, he likes it.” 

He headed back downstairs. 

“You first,” Darius beckoned, waving his hand dramatically. 

“What, you nervous?” Hunter teased, extremely nervous himself. “Okay, uh... Let me just.” 
He unceremoniously set the fixed bird on the table. 


“T fixed the it,” he said, intelligently, giving a thumbs up. 


Darius blinked, staring at the fixed bird in wonder. “That you did. Did you use gold for this? 
It’s beautiful.” 


Hunter smiled. “Yeah. It’s uh, a human thing, Luz introduced me to. Embracing mistakes. I 
thought it was. Fitting. Considering.” 


Darius stared up at Hunter, and then began to laugh uproariously. 
“DId I do something wrong?” Hunter mumbled, starting to worry. 


“Oh, no, no, Hunter, it's perfect. Thank you. It’s just... well. My gift. Because you broke the 
blackbird in the first place, we had extra space on the mantle, and... well.” Darius handed 
him the package with a smile. “Open it.” 


Hunter tore open the packaging carefully, and his eyes widened. Flapjack chirped out a 
pleased melody. 


Sitting inside was a little ceramic Cardinal. 
“Darius,” he mumbled, “I- I don’t-” 
“You're a part of my family now, Hunter.” Darius smiled gently. “I wanted to recognize that.” 


Hunter found himself tearing up. He scrubbed his face of tears, beaming up at Darius. 
Someone remembered him. 


“T have an idea,” He stood up. “Bring the birds.” 


They headed over to the mantle. Hunter took the peacock from the right side, setting it down 
on a side table. He then began to move things out of the middle. Darius, catching on to what 
he was doing, began to help Hunter clear space. 


When they were done moving objects and photos around, there was an empty area in the 
center of the mantle. Slowly, Darius picked up his peacock, and set it down on the right of the 
space. Then, the lacquered blackbird on the left. Breathing deeply, Hunter picked up his 
cardinal, and set it in between them. A family of birds. 


“There,” Darius smiled, giving Hunter a side hug. “All together.” 


“All together,” Hunter echoed, leaning into Darius’s embrace. “All together.” 


“And Willow of the Emerald Entrails zooms by- Oh! A near miss by Glandus’s star player! 
The game is getting real now, folks!” Gus announced, his signature gusto (heh) bringing the 
audience to life. Luz cheered wildly from the sidelines, flailing her pom-poms all over. 


“Go Emerald Entrails!” Eberwolf screeched. Darius echoed the sentiment, albeit a bit more 
classily. 


Darius sat in the box of the auditorium, Eberwolf next to him. Both were cloaked, and sat 
separately from everyone else, so as to not draw attention. It would be... awkward, if 
everyone knew two Coven Heads were watching a high school sports game. 


But Darius couldn’t help but be enthralled. Hunter- who was covered in green, face changed 
with concealment stones and called ‘Caleb’ for the sake of anonymity- was truly very good at 
this sport. He dodged and weaved with effort, he and Flapjack maneuvering as a seamless 
unit. 


A blur of the Glandus team whooshed past the box, knocking Skara straight out of the air. 
Darius winced- Gus and Viney had already been eliminated. Now, it was just Willow and 
Hunter holding the line against the three remaining Glandus students. Darius had gone to 
Glandus for a time, but even he wanted to watch them lose. 


“It’s two against three, folks!” Gus announced. “Skara is out of the ring! This is gonna be a 
close one!” 


The two teams started up again. Willow dodged and weaved, using plant magic to steal a flag 
from Glandus, placing it on their style. Hunter whooped, and then seemingly without even 
thinking about it, flipped upside down to avoid a narrow miss by the Glandus’s captain. 


“Too slow!” Darius heard Hunter taunt. “Better luck next time... if there is one!” 


With a vwormp from his staff, Hunter vanished in a flash of gold light, reappearing behind 
the Glandus captain. He tugged on the back of their staff, sending them careening into a wall. 


“Two versus two! What a turn of events!” Gus cheered over the intercom. 
“Little cub is very cocky, but he earns it! Very good!” Eberwolf clapped. 


“His flair for showmanship really shows,” Darius smirked, “Is it bad I hope he got it from 
me?” 


The two remaining teammates on each side stared each other down. There was one flag left in 
play. Whoever got it won the match. Darius leaned forward in his seat. 


Willow moved first. Darius saw it coming before she did- he winced as the Captain of 
Glandus struck her clean off her staff with a well placed soundwave. Hunter, seeing his 
Captain fall, acted quickly. He teleported downwards, helping break her fall by catching her 
hand and dropping her safely to the dirt. Then, he zoomed straight up, avoiding a downward 
drive by the other member of Glandus’s team by barely a hair. 


Darius had never enjoyed sports, but he was basically out of his seat at this point, grabbing 
the Box’s railing as he watched his kid hold his own against two skilled players. 


Hunter shot straight into the sky, before reaching the very top of the legal zone. Darius 
watched, jaw dropped, as he sprinted up his staff, grabbing the top of Flapjack and yanking 
the whole thing down, hard. The momentum sent him shooting down like a brick dropped out 
a window, hanging onto the bottom of staff with two hands. His foot landed squarely on the 


Glandus captain’s face, and he used this force to both push them off their staff, and propel 
himself forward, rolling back upright onto Flapjack and shooting past the other Glandus 
teammate.... Grabbing her flag in the process. 


Darus had never cheered so loudly in his life. The crowd echoed this sentiment, the Hexside 
side of the stadium on their feet. 


It was harrowing to watch- the Glandus student gave chase, narrowly missing grabbing 
Hunter a few times. But, really, it was already won- Hunter flew around the pole, tying the 
final flag around the very top of the tower with practiced ease. 


It was a pure wall of noise. Eberwolf was literally dancing in its seat- Darius was waving 
wildly. 


“And there you have it!” Gus cheered. “Hexside takes the season! We have our winners!” 


The Emerald Entrails were hugging, throwing monster-ade in each other’s faces in 
celebration. Willow picked up Hunter, putting him on her shoulders. They were presented 
with the championship trophy, a gnarly golden thing with a palisman etched into it. Hunter 
held it high. 


He caught Darius’s eye, grinning, happy to see him there. Darius waved his arms wildly. 
“You look like a dad,” Eberwolf snarked. 


“Why do you think I’m here?” Darius snarked back. “Of course I look like a father. My son 
just won the game. You just look like a weirdo.” 


One the crowd had calmed down, Darius walked down from the box, greeting Hunter as he 
barrelled into Darius at mach speed, nearly bowling him over. 


“T won!” He exclaimed. 


“That you did!” Darius ruffled his hair, pulling him into a tight hug. “What the hell was that 
weighted move at the end? I thought you were going to fall!” 


“I’m too skilled to do that,” Hunter said, flippantly. “I’m the greatest. Hexside is the 
greatest.” 


“Speaking of,” Darius pulled back. “I had an idea, earlier.” 
Hunter tilted his head to the side. 


Darius breathed out. “The Day of Unity is soon. And granted our plans go well... we may not 
have an Emperor anymore, and we’II still have a Boiling Isles. It would mean you’d be free 
to attend Hexside. I was thinking I could enroll you.” 


Hunter’s eyes shone. “Really? You’d do that?” 


“Tf all goes well,” Darius reminded, “Which, it will. We refuse to fail. We’ll bring peace to 
the isles, get you into school, and then you can kick as many people from Glandus in the face 
as you want. During Flyer Derby, of course.” 


“Of course,” Hunter grinned. “Only during Flyer Derby. Uh.. the Entrails wanted to take us 
all out to celebrate at that Diner in downtown Bonesborough. Can I.. go?” 


Darius felt warm in his chest. He really is doing normal teenage things. “Be back before 
midnight.” 


Hunter grinned. “Don’t count on it!” He said, giving Darius another hug before he sprinted 
off to his team. 


Darius watched him go, arms crossed, a smile on his face. 


“T can’t believe I once thought you were a bratty kid.” Darius murmured. “I guess you still 
are. But you’re my bratty kid.” 


And that made all the difference. 


The day of Unity was soon. Hunter knew that. But as he sat in his room looking out the 
window, Flapjack in hand, Cardinal up on the mantle... it didn’t all seem so awful. 


He had things waiting for him, when it was all over. He had Darius, and he had his friends. 
He (possibly) had Hexside next year, and he had the hope in his chest. 


And as dawn approached, the future looked less and less scary by the day. 


Chapter End Notes 


thank you all so much for reading this thing!!! this entire idea came to me because 
lifeguarding gets super boring and I think of story ideas while i'm up in the stand. it 
means a lot you guys have all commented and liked it so much, since its the first fic ive 
written in a couple years that isn't for a fandom/universe I helped make. 


i dont think this'll be the end of this particular universe. no promises, but I do have a few 
one shot ideas for some post-emperor defeat fics of hunter going to hexside. I also 
maybe wanna write about Lucius more, if you guys are interested- he's one of my most 
favorite Guys I Made Up, and I make up a LOT of guys. 


as always, twitter is @faemorrigan_. I have a drawing of some past golden guards that 
are canon to this fic verse thats up right now, and I plan on posting more art for this fic. 


be happy, be well, and thank you all so much again!! 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


